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Abstract
MY HUNCH had been right and here was Dad, carefully painting at a black enamel border
on Allen’s car. He had changed from his office grays to those old blue tweeds and his shirt sleeves
were rolled above his elbows...
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Y HUNCH had been right and here was Dad, carefully 
painting at a black enamel border on Allen's car. He had 
changed from his office grays to those old blue tweeds and his 
shirt sleeves were rolled above his elbows. I didn't know he'd 
heard me come up, but without turning he said, "How did your 
practice go tonight, Sis?" 
Trying to be enthusiastic, I answered, "Hi, Dad, OK I guess." 
"Your brother home?" 
"I don't know; I came right out to the garage. Allen's car is 
beginning to look swell." 
He straightened, turned and there he was—my dad—with his 
nice, deep, blue eyes, a half serious smile, and a puzzled crinkle 
in his wiry, gray eyebrows, that matched his dignified iron-gray 
hair standing up in stiff, even waves. 
He seemed to be looking right into me. So I smiled deceptively, 
bent down and took a small paint brush from the turpentine can. 
I didn't want to tell him about Jean just now. No, I had to think 
about it first, find some way to talk it over nonchalantly. Dad 
had been—well, strange—about Jean lately anyhow, and with 
things this bad they'd just have to be settled up right. 
"Can I help you?" 
"Over the fender there, if you want." He pointed with the end 
of his brush. "Put this adhesive on first, then paint up like this." 
He pressed the sticky tape against the car, leaving a thin exposed 
line between two pieces. Then, starting on the tape he swept up 
and across with his brush, making a straight black marking that, 
if done right, wouldn't run. There would be time to do it care-
fully—time to think about Jim and Jean—time to let the little 
bits of broken thoughts juggle about in my brain—perhaps time 
to fit them into some sort of pattern. Dad would help me, only 
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maybe I shouldn't bother him with . . . He glanced up to see if 
I was watching. I nodded, and dipping my brush into the gooey 
black can which usually had a smell suggestive of fun, I made a 
few hopeful dabs across the smooth surface. They didn't match 
up to Dad's. I stopped and held my brush in the air. 
"Better finish that, now you've begun." He winked mischiev-
ously. 
I sighed and leaned against the fender. My hand trembled and 
the paint wouldn't go on without streaking. I felt that he was 
watching me and looked up . . . he wasn't; he was removing 
adhesive tape. A heavy pause hung between us; then something 
clicked. 
Dad was saying, "Well, Honey, what is it?" 
And I was trembling. I trembled all over and got all loose 
inside and sat down on the running board. Then tears came and 
it was like happiness just to be crying, almost, only how could I 
ever be happy again? How—but Dad had his hand on my arm. 
He took the brush away from me and put it in the can of turpen-
tine. 
"Say, these are pretty big waves. Better climb in my boat." 
"Oh, Dad, it isn't funny. It isn't even—" 
"No—no, it isn't." 
His voice was so sympathetic that I gulped a little harder. He 
handed me his big handkerchief which I grabbed and stuffed into 
my eyes till they hurt and red waves danced in the darkness of 
my head. When I emerged finally from its comforting whiteness, 
I found that I could still talk, although for a moment I had 
thought my throat would never stop tightening up. 
"Dad, I'm not—not going to the senior ball with Jim!" 
It was out. He scratched his eyebrows with the end of his brush 
but didn't say a word. 
"Jean and I aren't friends. We will never be friends any more." 
He was looking at me with sorry, thoughtful eyes. I was going 
to burst into tears again. I couldn't—They were hot, sticky tears 
and they dried stiffly on my hand. 
"Here now, some other nice fellow—" 
"No, it's Friday and everyone has—has all—has—" I gulped and 
tried to tell him that they'd all have their dates. Oh, if I'd 
known But after all when you'd gone two years with a fellow . . . 
"I see, Sis. Let's think, perhaps you can—" 
"Unuh! There's—there's—It's—It's—" 
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"Here now, none of that!" He gave me a fatherly shake and the 
paint brush in his hand spread a hairy gob against my face 
leaving a black tattoo. 
"And I can't help you if you're not going to tell me how this 
all happened." He thrust his brush at the paint can and stroked 
back and forth across the rim, letting the paint run in slow 
dribbles down the side. I blew with all my might into the limp 
hanky and rubbed my face hard. Except for my head I felt hol-
low all through me—like an elevator shaft—and my head might 
go plunging down any minute. 
Taking hold of the cold, silver door handle, I pulled myself up 
and, remembering the wet paint, leaned gingerly against the 
garage wall. I blew my nose again. 
"Well," I said trying to act noble and resigned, "today in the 
locker room I heard Jean tell Ailene that she was going to the 
senior ball. When she saw me, she ran off to class." 
Dad looked at me, and for a moment I thought he was going 
to say something. He was frowning and his face was ruddier than 
usual. But he turned around and went on painting. 
"After school I met Jean and she told me she was going with 
Jim." I choked. 
Dad let some paint run over the adhesive down the car door. 
He wiped at the streaks vigorously with an old rag. 
"Was this the first inkling?" 
"Yes"—reflectively—"though I can see a lot of little things now. 
Oh, Dad!" 
A big splotch of water rolled over my eyelashes and followed 
the groove down my nose. Dad held his breath and drew a fine 
point on the curved part of the border, giving a streamlined 
effect. I didn't cry. Presently he said, "What did you have to say 
to Jean?" 
"I told her I didn't mind as much about the dance or Jim as I 
did that she didn't tell me." 
"How did she answer that?" 
"She didn't understand what I meant, I guess." 
"How do things stand, then?" 
"I don't know. We'll never be friends. Now I'm so angry and 
sorry that I can't see any further than today." 
Out came Dad's pipe from his back pocket and he stood there 
tapping it in his hand. 
"You're going to let this be an end to such a long friendship?" 
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"I'd never trust her again, Dad." I closed my eyes to avoid a 
new onslaught of tears. "How could she be so hateful, Dad?" 
"Everyone makes mistakes." 
"On purpose?" 
"She may not have considered the outcome. Girls' emotions 
run away sometimes." 
He lit his pipe, making three little drawing noises, and puffed 
out a cloud of thin blue smoke that settled in the sunlight from 
the doorway. I blew at it and said, "I'll just avoid her. She'll learn 
she can't do that to her best friends." 
"Avoiding people isn't an easy thing to do." 
"I'll do it." 
"It will come back at you." 
"Why?" 
"You can't avoid one person and not avoid someone else or 
the crowd." 
"Maybe." 
"And it takes energy. It's a waste of good time." 
"I suppose," I said dubiously. "Why did this have to happen 
to us?" 
"Sooner or later it happens to most of us." He took a long draw 
on his pipe and the smoke belched forth. 
"You, Dad?" 
"Back when I was playing around in politics I lost a fine friend-
Legion buddy, too." 
"Oh!" I was puzzled. Dad's eyes were watching. His pipe 
moved between his teeth. 
"What did you do?" 
"I chalked it up to experience and went right on casually say-
ing hello and even doing a little business now and then." 
"Oh!" 
"Jean pretty well is in everything you are, isn't she?" 
"Yes." 
"You will be seeing her then every day." 
"I wish . . ." 
"Yes, you wish. But she is, and you'll either have to get out or 
get along, won't you?" 
"Well—yes, I guess." 
The pipe went up and down slowly—like a judge's gavel, I 
thought. The sun streamed in over his head and shoulders. I 
sighed miserably. 
12 Sketch 
"Couldn't you make it a game?" 
"How?" 
"Oh, see how nice you can behave, still keeping your distance 
and yet not being saccharine." 
"Maybe." 
"Just be natural, Honey. Let things ride for awhile." 
"Sort of work things out as they come?" 
"That's it!" 
"And the dance?" 
"We'll talk to that brother of yours. How about it?" 
"Oh, Dad!" My arms were about his neck and I was squeezing 
him hard, like a child waking from a bad dream. 
Never To Go 
Lorraine Midlang 
The light is a wet yellow pattern 
Constructed on dark gray stone 
And slants softly downward 
Until a timid wind 
Ruffles the rain. 
My room is maple wood 
And rose-splashed flounces 
In carbon-copied primness 
Like careful satisfied people 
Who are never foolish. 
I could join the lighted rain 
And feel its impersonal coolness 
Against bare feet and arms. . . 
No . . . 
I can make only smug compromise 
In touching the windowpane, 
Telling myself the trees show 
The silver sides of their leaves 
And the rain is caught on the screen 
In a cross-stitch pattern. 
